JOHN MACPHERSON welcomed his brother most
tenderly. The two men embraced each other, for a
moment their whiskers touched. Then John pressed
his brother into an easy-chair, unlocked a drawer in
his specked, worm-eaten bureau and fished a whisky
bottle out of it. Under Charles Macpherson's pleading
glance he stopped.

" I forgot," he murmured, " It's such a long time
that I haven't seen you. Please forgive, dear brother,
and tell me, how you are."

" The Lord protects me, thank you," Charles Mac-
pherson said gravely. " And you, dear brother, how
are things with you ?"

" Not too bad, not too good," John said; he was
sixty, his skin showed the paleness and the gross,
open pores of the White Man who has spent decades
in the tropics. His whiskers were grey, his thinning
hair still blond Over the right sleeve of his shabby
checkered suit he wore a black velvet sleeve to protect
the cloth from ink. He had just, in his painstaking,
clear and flourishing merchant's hands, started to
write " Canton, this third day of August of the year
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